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Now sexes meet not by design When they the world's chief work advance; But in the dark they sometimes join, As wandering atoms meet by chance.
Goddess, I cried, pray pardon me! You little know our lovers5 hearts. The Devil take 'emI they agree! And, Nature failing, want no arts.
THE DYING LOVER
DEAR Love, let me this evening die!
Oh smile not to prevent it.
Dead with my rivals let me lie;
Or we shall both repent it.
Frown quickly then, and break my heart;
That so my way of dying
May, though my life was full of smart,
Be worth the world's envying.
Some, striving knowledge to refine.
Consume themselves with thinking;
And some, who friendship seal in wine,
Are kindly killed with drinking.
And some are wrackt on th3 Indian coast.
Thither by gain invited;
Some are in smoke of battles lost,
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